
T 'be Hijlorit 

Hot. That Roane fhal be my throne. Well,! will batkeliim 
'ftraight: O Elpcrancc, bid Butler lead hiinforth into the r-r^ 
La. But hearc you my Lord, 

Hot. What fade thou my Lady? 

La . What is it carries you away? 

Hot , Why, my horfe(my loue)my horftv 
La. Outyou madhedded ape, a wcazel hath notfuchadedj 
of fplecue, asyoa are toil with. In faith, ile know your bufines 
Harry, that I wA, 1 feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title,& hath fent for you to hneius enterprifejbutifyougoe, 
Hot. So far afoot, I Avail be weary,loue. 

La. Come, come you Paraquito,anfwercmee dirc£Hy, vnto 
this quelbonthat I fhallaske: infaath, ilc breaks thy little fife 
ger, H arry , and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue, I loue tliee notj. 

I care not for thee K ace, this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lipsp 
W e mu A haue bloudy nofes, and-crackt crownesj. 

And pafte them currant too: gods me, my liorle: 

W iiat iaift thou Kate? what woldft thou haue with met 
La. Do you not loue me? do'you notindeed? 

Well, doe notlhen,for fince you loue me nor, 

I will not loue my felfe. Doeyounot louemeg 
Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in ieaft, or no? 

Hot , Come, wilt thou fee roe ride ?• 

And when I am a horiebacke, twill livcarc^ 

I loue thee infinitely. But liarkeyou Kate,. 

1 muft not haue you henceforth, queftion me, 

Whither I goe> nor reafon, whereabout : 

Wlut her I muft, I mull, and to conclude. 

This cuening muft I leaue you gentle Kace t 
I know you wife, but yet no farther wife. 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftant you are,. 

Butyeta woman, and for fecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well belceue, 

T hou wilt not vtter, what thou dolt not knows 
And lb far will- 1 trull thee, gentle Kate. 

La. How, fo far? 
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uot Not an inch further, but harke you K ate. 

Whither Igoe, tluther M y ou & oc coo; 

Say will Ifct forth, to morrow yom 
Will this content you, Kate? 

1 U. It muft of force. Exeunt. 

^ Enter Prime and P owes. 

Vrin, Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, and lend me 

thy hand to laugh a little 

yoi, W here haft bin, Hal? _ , 

Vrin, With three or f cure logger-heads, amongft three of 
fourefcore hogflieads. I haue founded the very bafe firing of 
hunnlitie. Sma,I am fworne brother to alcafii of drawers,and 
can callthem all by theiichriften names, as Tom,Dicke, and 
Francis: they take it already vpon their faluation, that though I 
be but Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the king of Cmtefie,& tel me 
finely, I am no proud lacke, like Falftalfte, but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettal,a good boy, { by theLord, fo they call me) and 
when I am King of England, 1 fhall command all the good lads 
in Eaftchcape, They call drinking deepc, dying icarlet, and 
when you breathe in your watering, they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude, I am lb good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an lioure, that lean drinke with any Tinker, in his own 
language, during my life. I tell thee, Ned , thou lialb loft much 
honour, that tliou were not with me, in this action ; but fweeC 
Ned, to five e ten which narhe of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth 
of fugar, clapt euen now into- my hand, by an vnderskinker, 
©nethatneuerlpake other Englilh in his life, then eight nul- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , with this ilirill ad— 
ditio, anon, anon fir jskore apintofbaftard in the halfemoone, 
orfo.ButNcd, to driuc away the time .till Falftalffe come : I 
predict, doethou ftandm fomc by-roome,while I qucAion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me the fugar, and doe thou 
neuer leaue calling Frances, that his tale to me may be nothing 
but anon; ftep afide, and ile fiiew thee a prefent. 

Vein. Frances. Prin, Thou art perfect# 

P~in. Frances. Enter Drawer* 

Iran. Anon, anon fir. Lcoke clovvne into the Pomgarnet, 

nalpli. 
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